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DIE ZEIT. 

{By Hoffmann v. FalUrsleben. ) 

" Es ist die Zeit ein groszer Flusz, 
Wir sitzen an dem Strande, 
Und was uns Freude bringen musz 
Liegt driiben auf dem Lande. 

" Hindurch, hindurch ! was stehst Du still ? 
Der Flusz wird nie verrinnen : 
Wer durch die Fluth nicht schwimmen will 
Der wird kein Land gewinnen." 

FREE TRANSLATION^ 

Time is like a flowing river : 
Here we sit upon the strand, 

Hesitating ; while we shiver, 
Joy is yonder on the land. 



Some may think they're very clever, 
Waiting till it cease to run. 

Ah ! the stream shall flow for ever. 
And the lazy noodle's " done.*' 

Souse ahead, my jolly plucky 
Chaps, and hesitate no more ; 

Those who help themselves are lucky- 
They shall reach the happy ^ore. 



THE MODERN POET'S HOBBLK 

Oh, lack-a-day ! am I a poet. 
Who make a dash, but cannot "go it"? 
A beauteous line, and then I spjoil it, 
For want of one which will npt foil it. 

Oh, lack-a-week! IVe not the words. 
Although they come in flocks and herds. 
I sigh for one, up pops another ! 
Who ever heard of such a bother ? 

Oh, gracious heavens 1 oh, graceless earth ! 

This is indeed a fearful dearth ! — 

A dearth of words, a very famine : 

There's nothing left but "rot" and "gammon." 



For other folks have soared so high 
That, though you say,i " It*^ all my eye," 
They've prigged the language, sir, in verity- 
Left nought but whistling for posterity. 

And though, as I have said before, 
The words are countless, o'er and o'er, 
Yet, if you write or say a verse. 
You but rescribble or rehearse. 

Some poets, dead and long forgotten, 
Whose bones by this are brown and rotten, 
Have published all that you can write, 
Though you pen-ink it day and night. 

And though, perhaps, without a name^. 
Still, in the end, it's all the same : 
You're called a plagiaristic thief, 
And come to literaiy grief. 

« « « « « 

Farewell then to the threadbare phrase 
That wrapt the poet's thoughts of yore ; 
Farewell to all the beaten ways 
That led Parnassus-ward before. 

Farewell the lyre Apollo strummed ; 
Farewell the gurgling reeds of Pan ; 
Farewell the books by " Grundy " thumbed, 
AVhen she was taught the way to scan. 

B 2 



Farewell decorum, art, and rule, 
Farewell to every fettering chain ; 
Let Freedom e'en be dubbed a fooT^ 
But give her her wild wings again. 

And is the language prigged and gone ? 
And wag our tongues in speechless air ? 
Still, monkey-like, we'll chatter on. 
And grin defiance at Despair. 

Spectators fail perhaps to twig 
A meaning from the row we keep, 
"Non cur&mus " — we'll run our rig f 
And let them gape, or laugh, or weep. 



PARODY. 



Patrick at a fair, with two black eyes, and his Hat knocked 

down over his face. 

Erin, the smear and the tile on thine eyes 
Darken thy phiz like a cloud in the skies, 

Sadd'ning the joys of earth, 

Gladd'ning the foes of mirth. 

Spirits of little worth 
Sink as they rise. 
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Erin, thy darkness shall never decrease ; 

Erin, thy browbeating never shall cease, 
Till tricks and taper-light, 
Bolt like the imps of night. 
Wisdom with radiance bright 
Bringing thee peace. 



MISTAKEN IDENTITY; 

OR, THE LASS O' COWRIE. 

One evening when the sun was doon, 
Without a trace of stars or moon, 
A lassie tripping in her shoon 
Came o*er the Carse o' Gowrie. 

" Aweel, ye're travelling late, my lass, 
But surely I'll not let ye pass. 
Though noiselessly ye tread the grass, 
The nimblest lass in Gowrie." 

I whispered softly, " Kitty dear, 
I little thought ye were so near ; 
It is myself, so never fear 
The noblest Laird in Gowrie." 

I seized her hand to make her stay ; 
She struggled hard to get away. 
" Oh, lassie, lassie ! do na say 
Ye spurn the Laird o' Gowrie.' 
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" I'll take ye to my father's ha,' 
In yon green field beside the — Pshaw ! 
m make ye lady o' them a' 
The brawest wife in Gowrie." 

Soft kisses on her neck I laid. 
And many protestations made ; 
^he murmured pettishly and said, 
" Be hanged ! you and your Gowrie.' 

I had nae thought to do her wrang, 
But round her waist my arm I flang. 
And said, '* Sweet lassie, ere I hang, 
Ye'll gang wi' roe to Gk>wrie/' 

She found resistance little use, 
But muttered unco strange abuse. 
I said, " Ye pretty little gopse^ 
Wha learned ye that in Gowrie ? " 
• « • • • 

We reached the road, and met a chaise. 
And suddenly its lamp displays — 
What thiwk ye ? — to my frightened gaze — 
The dairymaid of Gowrie ! (On ray arm.) 

And in the chaise wha did I see 
But Kitty staring straight at me ; 
I ran and hid behind a tree. 
The " smallest '' iaird in Gowrie. 



A NOTION OF WEDLOCK. 

It a vessel sets sail on a voyage alone, 
The ocean's before her wherever she's blown ; 
No fear of collision, no need of a light, 
While all other vessels shall keep out of sighti 

But if two will set sail on a voyage together, 
They're bound to be cautious in all sorts of weather ; 
Must trim up their lamps, and look after their gear, 
And careTuUy study the course they should steer. 

If a storm is impending, and angry winds howl. 
Must double precautions for fear they run foul. 
How brisk and attentive a sailor must be 
To weather a gale with a ship on the lee ! 



So the hurricane's over } they've baffled it well. 
And hail one another experience to tell. 
How dull in fair weather a voyage would be 
Alone on the tide, and no ship on the lee ! 

And now what have you lost in that terrible gale ? 
I'll rig you a spar, or I'll lend you a sail ; 
Or if you have come to the climax of woe. 
Just throw me a rope and 111 take you in tow. 
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So the comfort and joy of both sailing together 
Make trouble and care look as light as a feather } 
Though sailing alone might give room without end, 
That's nothing c<>nipafed to the help of a friend. 

When the ocean is crossed and they're nearing the shore 
Where billows and tempests shall toss them no more. 
They'll help one another — though neither be "best" — 
To anchoring ground in the haven of rest* 



RUSTIC LOVE-LETTERS. 

Molly, do you call it folly . 

For a chap like me to write 
To a maid like you ? Oh, Molly, 

Do not my affection slight ! 
For it is no slight affection 

Makes me take this ink and pen^ 
But, alas ! 'tis sad dejection, 

'Cause you will not love again. 
Oh, my Moll, you must be mine. 

Or youll break my broken hearty 
By undoing its tender twine, 

And tearing it in every part. 
Wherewith spice I my recitals ? 

What will make you hear my plea. 
If you heed not how my vitals 

Are maltreated now by thee ? 



Death itself, that stem reaper, 
Threatening to devour me whole; 

Maketh no impression ! — Weeper, 
(That's myself) 111' turn coal 

Black and hard; I'll leave my Molly. 

Leave her ! No, I sha'n't, I won't I 
That would be still greater folly 

Than to write when she says, Don't, 
Molly, here I am ; wilt have me ? 

Nay ! then I am here no more ; 
Ay ! then truly thou wilt make me 

Thousands happier than before. 



REPLY. 

Billy, yes, I call it silly 

For a sturdy chap like you 
To be writing, like a " Milly,'' 

What you will and will not do, 
If I slight you ; must you threaten 

To be murdered by yourself? 
Only letters am I getting 

*Bout your putting on the shelf. 

If you love me, bide my time then ; 

I have never said you nay : 
'Tis your hurry is your crime then : 

Patience take that crime away. 
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You are young, have no by-layings 

For a day of pinching want j 
Work for these and cease your brayings ; 

Go, you sluggard, to the ant. 

All the minutes o'er the bottle, 

Ink, and paper which youVe spent 
Made up in a grand sum total, 

You at work had been content j 
And, besides, the extra wages 

Would have made a goodish sum ; 
And the lots of sheets and pages 

You have wasted ! Are you dumb ? 

Have you still an answer ready ? 

Then you take my answer. Nay ! 
Wilt instead be thrifty, steady, 

When the time comes, 't might be— Ay 



TO SPRING. 

(From Schiller.) 



Oh, welcome, beauteous child, 
Fond Nature's dear delight, 

With flower basket gaily piled, 
To strew the meadows bright 
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Yes here, once more, thou art, 

Anay'd in tender grace ; 
A thrill of rapture fills my heart 

To greet thy smiling face. 

Art mindful of the dells 
And banks by yonder hill 1 

Tis there my sweetest maiden dwells- 
She loves me, loves me ! still. 

For her I often seek 
A lovely flower from thee ; 

One more 1 beg, in accents meek. 
And thou — ^wilt give it me. 

Then welcome, happy child. 
Fond Nature's own delight. 

With ample flower basket piled, 
To strew the meadows bright 



THE SHEPHERD. 

(From Uih/and.) 

The handsome shepherd drove his sheep 

Before the royal castle ; 
A princely maiden took a peep. 

And loved him, though a vassal. 
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She whispered gently these sweet words, 

" I sigh to leave these towers. 
How white and pretty are thy herds ! 

How rosy are the flowers ! ** 

The youngster in return speaks, 
" Oh, that thou might, my charm ! 

How rosy are thy smiling cheeks ! 
How white thy pretty arm ! ** 

And every day, when passing by, 

With heart so sore and warm, 
He scanned the tower with anxious eye 

Until he saw her form ; 

And then saluted her with joy : 

" Oh, welcome, royal maid." 
" I thank thee much, my shepherd boy," 

The maiden sweetly said. 

« # « « « 

The winter passed. Now flowers abound, 
For spring has brought her store. 

The shepherd neared the castle ground ; 
The maid appeared — no more. 

" Oh, maiden, where art thou ? " he cried. 

With sad foreboding tear. 
A gentle spirit-voice replied, 

** Farewell, my shepherd dear." 
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DADDY LONGLEGS AND THE CANDLE. 

A GLASS protects the candle's blaze, 
No whirling airs can make it flicker, 
But whilst it gives these steady rays 
The candle bums, if brighter, quicker. 
This light allured from outer gloom 
One of the numerous winged creatures 
That flit and dangle round the room. 
Till all must know the " dadd/s" features. 

With brave assault it storms the glass, 
With strange persistence courts destruction 
E'en metals, where it strives to pass. 
Would soon be near the point of fluxion. 
And if it spoke perhaps 't would say, 
"Oh, cruel Fate that baulks endeavour, 
And keeps my brightest joys away 
With ruthless bars I cannot sever." 

" Oh, had I power to conquer fate. 
And break the foolish, useless fetter 
That binds me in this hopeless state, 
I'd help myself to something better." 
But see ! the heat has cracked the glass. 
And, quicker than it can be said, 
Th' exulting boaster dares to pass. 
And instantly is shrivelled — dead. 
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Then, is it wrong to seek for joy ? 
Shall life be but a plodding round 
Of dull and pleasureless employ, 
Enlivened by no mirthful sound t 
Shall man with doleful visage tread 
The dismal roads and gloomy streets, 
And hang his sorrow-stricken head 
To weep with every one he meets ? 

Ah ! pleasure h\x\. for pleasure sought 
Is but a phantom or a snare, 
By which the idle, lured and caught, 
Are made the scholars of despair. 
Yet ever-conquering hope shall tell, 
That pleasures oft through labours run, 
And those who try it know full well 
That joy is found as duty's done. 



THE PARSON'S TEAR, 

A PARODY. 

Upon the hill he turned, 

To take a last fond look 
At the valley and the village church, 

And the cottage near the brook ; 
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He listened to the chimes so 

Familiar to his ear, 
And the parson plucked his wiper out 

And swobbed away a tear. 



Beside that cottage porch 
No girl was on her knees : 

There lay a long " loose-looking dog, 
And munched a piece of cheese. 
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No prayer was breathed for him, 
Though Amen's* house was near ; 

So he screwed his face and wiper up, 
And said, " No other tear." 

He turned and left the spot. 

Oh, do not deem him weak ! 
For stubborn was the beggar's heart. 

Though a tear got on his cheek. 

Go watch the brazen sons 

Of toil, in life's career ; 
Believe the hardest there can feel, 

And wipe away a tear. 

* Amen's house, the parish clerk's. 
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HYMN. 

We'll speed along the varied way 

That leads us up to glory ; 
We'll cheer each other on, and say, 

" Think of the joys before ye." 

Chorus, — At every mile we'll dance and sing, 
And hurl our hats high in the air. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! let echoes ring : 
Avaunt all dulness and despair ! 

With eager steps we'll tread the road, 

And if we slip and tumble, 
We'll quickly gather up our load. 

Nor stop to weep and grumble. 

The mud may spatter and besmear. 

And pain a trifle lame us, 
We'll struggle forward, though a tear 

Bewail the marks that shame us. 

The cheery sun has often shined, 
'Twill shine again and dry them. 

We'll leave our sorrows all behind 
Much quicker if we fly them. 

Then linger not indulging grief. 

Nor indolently sorrow, 
But, marching onward, seek relief, 

For rest may come to-morrow. 
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Whilst there remains a foot of way, 

An inch of road before us, 
We'll halt not even while we pray, 

Be 't fair or stormy o'er us. 

For prayer is effort ; earnest use 

Of every rightful power. 
No definition more abstruse 

Is needful at this hour. 

Yes, Prayer's the SouFs sincere desire, 

Conjoined with true endeavour. 
An idle soul may oft aspire. 

But prays it? Never, never ! 

Then " forward '' ajil, in steadfast hope 

Our trust is not mistaken ; 
Through mist and darkness though we grope 

At times, we're not forsaken. 

The loving help which takes our hand 

Will never fail nor cease, 
But bring us to a holier land, 

True service, joy, and peace. 

Chorus » — Then hip, hurr^l well dance and sing, 
And hurl onr hats high in the air. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! let echoes ring : 
Avaunt all dulness and despair ! 

C 
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And art thou faint, my brother dear ? 

Give us thy feeble hand ; 
We will not leave thee tottering here 

While there's a better land. 

We'll travel kindly side by side. 
Most cheerful pilgrims we, 

Who have a faithful heavenly guide 
To lands so fair and free. 



DREAMS. 

Beautiful dreams of love and light, 
Love, truest affection, source of Joy, . 

Fondest of all that's pure and bright, 
Rejecting every dark alloy. 

Beautiful dreams. — Ah, why but dreams^ 
When misery wrings forth real tears ? 

Joy will but shine with transient gleams. 
While sorrow darkens days and years. 

Sayest thou so ? my weary friend, 

Worn out with diseases, weak and sad. 

Earnestly striving health to mend, 
But fearing it can not be had. 
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Feeling so keenly want of strength 

Plagues, worries, and wears a helpless man, 

Wishing that death would come at length, 
To prove that life is but a span. 

Curses, and groans, and prays by turns 
The wretched weak creature, yet he feels 

Thankless and sad, and raging bums 
His bitter anguish while he kneels. 

Others are failing, wanting help. 

Would hasten to help them if he could, 
" Idle " they think him ; " soulless whelp, 

With heart of iron, head of wood." 

Little he cares for what they think, 
And little or nothing what they say, 

But it's so sad to see them sink ; — 
Oh, haste to rescue. Haste, away ! 

Tottering limbs, why won't you budge ? 

Oh, fluttering " gizzard " — Do be still ! 
Tender compassion is but fudge 

When backed with nothing more than will. 

Horrible weakness ! Misery 'tis 
To see all our duties out of reach. 

Heavenly Father ! what is this 
Mysterious lesson meant to teach ? 

c 2 
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Floundering, to3 we day by day, 
Life seems a rcxugh journey, full of pain. 

Often we miss, we lose our way, 
And have to scramble back again. 

Ignorance, reptile ! Thee we blame. 
Thy venomous wriggling ever foils 

Truest attempts. So grief and shame, 
Evolve from all thy specious coils. 
« « « « « 

Terrible blows these follies strike, 
Malignant and cruel is their rale ; 

Which of all tortures stings one like 
Conviction that one is a fool ? 

Oh, for the wisdom true and right, 
And power to act as well as think ! 

Work might be then a true delight, 
And duty never find us shrink. 
« » « « « 

Tell me, But how can wisdom be 

Our portion on earth unless we learn ? 

How can they look who will not see ? 
How know, who every lesson spurn ? 

If it's to suit each varied case. 

The speech must have trial divers way$. 
Sight must be exercised in space ; 

In gloomy nights, on brilliant days. 
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So in the changeful scenes of life 
Vicissitude still its lesson brings, 

Struggle and quiet, peace and strife, 
Shall teach us many useful things. 

Let us observe what these reveal, 
And never forget, whatever befial, 

If we had not the power to feel, 
Eixperience could not come at all. 

Dawn of the day impels the swain 
To labour and toil with heaving breast. 

Wearied but strengthened by the strain. 
How sweet to him — ^at sunset — ^rest ! 

If he refuse to try his strength. 
And days shall go by in sluggish ease, 

Vigour departs, until at length 
He's like a bulrush in the breeze. 

Let us then all with grateful heart 
Receive the instruction trials bring ; 

Murmuring sighs, Depart, depart ! 
Shall Hope not teach us how to sing, 

" Beautiful dreams of love and light. 
So happy, and free froni base alloy. 

Phantoms no more ! Farewell the night, 
And welcome endless day of joy " ? 
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DECEMBER, 1861. 

Alas, the ruthless hand of Death 

Love's dearest, firmest, bond divides ? 

Britannia, weeping, fondly saith, 

" Esteemed Prince, while memory glides 

Reflective o'er thy kind employ 

These tears of grief may shine with joy.** 



SENSATION. 
I. The Hill. 



The snow-drift's deep, and yet a mile cf road before mc, 
I'm half benumbed, and weakness speedily creeps o'er me. 

Here I mast rest, 

For life or death, 

Whichever's best, 
lliis granite post will give a small but welcome shelter. 
Oh, how the tempests rage, and hail falls hdter skelter 

Picture of Hfe, 

So pitiless, 

So full of strife. 
Oh, post, I envy thee, exempt from every trouble. 
Not plagued with nerves that start at every bursting bubble ; 

In frost or flame. 

In storm or calm. 

Unmoved, the same ; 
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While wretched sentient I, with complicated sorrow. 
Make real ills to-day the fancies of to-morrow ; 

From present, past. 

And future too. 

My griefs amassed. 
Oh, reckless parents, why Ve you brought me to a region 
Which you yourselves detest, and say its woes are legion? 

Most selfish lust 

Gives dreadful life 

To helpless dust. 
Ah, wretched one ! would I, if rightly in my senses. 
Thus conjugate a curse through all its moods and tenses ? 

'Tis cold, 'tis cold — 

The tale of life 

And death is told. 
No more — I faint — ^&rewell, my country, wife, and children. 
I would — but no— forgive — 



II. The House. 

llie fire is bright, and the children are playing. 
While Susan the teacups and saucers is laying ; 
The curtains are drawn and all looks so snug, 
An easy-chair wheeled to each end of the rug. 

" Mamma," says a youngster, ** I wonder my father 
Stays out in such weather. I*m sure I would rather 
Be cosy indoors when the winter winds blow 
Than freezing and floundering out in the snow ! " 



it 
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" Your father has business that can't be neglected/' 
The mother said anxiouslj, looking dejected. 
* * I wish he were come. *Tis a terrible night — 
I think if the gardener would take out a light 

** It might be a comfort and help to the master. 
Dear, dear ! Now the liail comes down faster and faster. 
Do, Susan, please, tell him, aid let him be quick." 
He goes for the lantern ; whistles for Vic. 



The two are away oh the bi-^ast of the hill, 

And braving the storm With h^artj good wilL 

** Alack ! " thinks the gardanef, <* this beant a joke ; 

I mig^t be at fireside taking k i^mbke, 

' * Or a chat with the servants, or bit of a song — 

Wherever's the measter ? what keeps him so long ? 

It ain't like his custom to stop on the road. 

And there's nowt to break down. He ain't driving a load. 



** Here, Vlccy 1 jroii frivolous gahdenng bitch. 
Don't waste thd time pawing and scratching the ditch. 
This beant the place for such grovellbus habits, 
As if we were out after hedgehogs or rabbits." 



But Viccy knew better, and pulled out a hat. 
'* Ganunercy 1 whatever on earth may be that? " 
The gard'ner exclaimed, and then fell on his knees. 
So utterly shocked at the sight that he sees. 
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" Awaj exclamation ! and terror, begone 1 
Hard working is better than sad looking on. 
My back, I am thankful, is sommat like stuff, 
And once get him up I shall do well enough." 

So he dragged him a bit with his daak for a sledge. 
Then hoisted him gently on top of the hedge, 
And turning round quickly, with wonderful knack 
Adjusted him handily up on his back. 



** Alas ! for my lantern, left oil the I'oad. 
No hand to be spared from my slippery load. 
And sure in the dark I might stumble and fall. 
With never a atom of help within call. 

" But haste, I must onward ere master be dead, 
If life still remains — ^he is heavy as lead. 
This icy blast's whistling like da|^rs and swords. 
My fingers benumbing up stiff into boards. 

** And yet the light follows^^I'd ft wear it is Vic. 
She's hoisted it up ! and the poor master's stick ! 
Well done I The old girl has brains after all — 
But hush me — I thought that I heatd some one call. 

'* The mistress herself ! — Ay, all right, *um, we're here ! 
And Susan is with her ! Bravo, she's a dear." 



But ah, the poor old rhymer fails to tell 
The grief that made those anxious bosoms swell. 
When, stiff* and pale, before the open door 
The bearer and his burden fell. 
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An upward glance of blank despair, 
A mixture of reproof and prayer. 
No faint ; no scream ; no burst of tears ; 
No frantic feebleness appears. 

Determination must prevail. 
They're in ! •* Now pelt away, O hail ! 
And blow, O wind, until you tire — 
We'll lift them to thp kitchen fire," 

Poor Susan cries ; but litetter ways 
The mistress knows, and gently stays 
The wayward maid. ** We must not run 
The slightest risk, or all is done." 

III. The Hill. 
SPRING. 

TA^ Master^ out again on the hilly sits chwn betide the granite 

gate-post. 

Soliloquy, 

The sun is bright, a verdant landscape lies before me, 
A sense of grateful joy is calmly stealing o'er me. 

Here I may stay, 

And muse upon 

A former day. 
This granite post will form a small but welcome screen. 
While I recline upon this pleasant bit of gre*n. 

Ay, such is life ! 

How sweet the peace 

That follows strife ! 
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post, I envied thee thj freedom from sensation, 
When overwhelmed myself with weakness and vexation, 

Tis past, and now 
I'm full of joy — 
But — what art thou ? 

1 hearken to the bee o er flow'ry meadows coming. 
And tenderly it seems to whisper in its hnmminp". 

** O wretched post. 

To thee these sweets 

Of Ufe are lost" 
I listen to the birds and merry crickets singing. 
And sounds of distant life the gentle breeze is bringing. 

I have an ear ; 

But, granite post, 

Thou canst not hear. 
A glorious view expands away into the ocean ; 
It wakens in my heart strange feelings of emotion 

That quicken me. 

But thou, alas ! 

Thou canst not see. 
My memory seems to run o'er scenes of youth and gladness, 
And, though they're shaded down with heavy lines of sadness. 

I think, to-day. 

If speech were there. 

This post would say, 
** O man, I envy thee the pleasures of sensation : 
I'd willingly forego my freedom from temptation, 

Nor think it dear 

The spell of joy 

That cost a tear." 
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RIVER. 

Winding down a smiling valley, 
Kissing all the thirsty kine ; 

Sweeping through the tumbled sally,* 
Sleeping in a grove of pine ; 

Waking on the slope of shingle. 
Grumbling at the stubborn stones ; 

Weeping in a gorgey dingle, 
Airlets waft its tears and moans 

Polished rocks attempt to stop it. 
Yielding rushes try to soothe ; 

With an angry dash and hop, it 
Still refuses to be smooth. 

On it surges, boils, and bubbles. 
Runs in channels deeply grooved ; 

Calming only when what troubles 
By a mossy banks' removed. 



• SaUy^Salix, i.e., wiUow. 
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LIFK 

Thus tbe ^r^^am of life runs smiling, 
I>ovely, loving, among friends 

Joyfully the time beguiling, 
Till this dream — so blissful — ends. 

Then awaked by mimdane gruflfhess, 
Struggling with its stubborn freaks ; 

Downcast, angry, at its roughness. 
Boiling tears distort the cheeks. 

Smooth exteriors blandly diy them, 
Weakness tnep its power in vain ; 

Unconsoled, nay, rufRed, by them. 
Angry wrinkles still remain. 

Hating, hated, full of madness. 

Till a sympathizing heart 
Says it knows and feels its sadness, 

Loves it — then its griefs depart 
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ELOPEMENT ; 

OR, THE JUMBLE OF A RENDEZVOUS. 

I. 

Thk Park. — Rustic bower in a dell by the side of a brook. 

Helena. Midnight breezes sighing 

Saxily round my bower ; 
Clouds and shadows flying, 

Mournful, hopeful hour. 

Moonlight pale and chilly 

On the limpid stream — 
Will he not ? — or will he ? 

Do I wake or dream ? 

Hush ! I'm not mistaken ; 

He will come ! He will ! — 
Aspen leaflets shaken. 

Fancy, fancy ! stilL 

Tell me, shadows flying. 

What it is I fear. 
Mournful breezes sighing, 

Waft ye but a tear ? 

Oh, when hearts are breaking ! 

Oh, when maidens weep ! 
Sadly, sadlyj waking 

Could a lover sleep 1 
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Yes ! and dream of others. 

Fancy, hush ! be done ! 
Or oblivion smothers 

And he dreams of none. 

Cruel thought, oh, cruel ! 

Sleep were sweet to me. 
Said he not, " My jewel " ? 

Yes, to two or three. 

Sorrow, jealous sorrow ; 

Love, and life, and death, 
Grief, or joy, to-morrow, 

Hanging on a breath. 

{Leans b(uk on the rustic seat, cavers her face with a hand- 
kerchiefs and after sobbing for some time gradually falls asleep. 



II. 

The Lawn. — Antique mansion ivith ivied walls. A fountain 
on the left sparkling in the moonlight. A dark wood on the 
right. 

(Hassell leaning against the portico, and partly concealed by its 

shadow.") 

Weary waiting — weary. 

Dare not sing a song, 
Uncle is so leary. 

And his ears so long. 
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Fickle one, unheeding, 

Wilt thou calmly sleep 
While my heart is bleeding, 

Far too sad to weep ? 

Hear thie owlets crying, 

Hear the rustling leaf, 
Whisp'ring walls replying,* 

Mock my silent grief. 

[Looking at a watch. 

Twelve the hour appointed, 

Now it's qearly three ! 
Weary, cold, disjointed, 

Tortured, love, few thee 

Go, relentless dial, 

Count not hours of woe. 
Measure not my trial ; 

Stem recorder, go ! 

{.Flings the watch into the basin of the fountain, and wanders 
awaj^ through ihe wood, with pne hand on his forehead, and 
tripping over the roots of the trees. 



* Faintly eichoing those sounds. 
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IIL 

The Park.— Hassell appearing ai the do&r ^the bnutr. 
Helkn A, sings in her sleep. 

Fax away on the azure sea, . 

Breezes waft him, gently, gently ; 
Ever onward away from me ; 

Yet he smiles, alas, contently \ 

Far away, on the island shore 

Fascinating strangers greet him. 
Never, never 1 oh, never more 

Those he loved may hope to meet him. 

DUET. 

Helena, siiU asUep. 

Hassell ! Hassell ! why hast thou fled ? 

Car'st thou not for Helen Trevor ? 
Never ! Alas, his heart is dead. 

Fare thee well I Farewell for ever. 

Hassell, wideawake. 

Par away from the place she said 
Found at last ! And soon, my clever, 

Trusty, little, old coachman Ned, 
We shall start, no more to sever. 



34 
BROODING. 

By an Old ** Chicken " of Colney Hatch. 

KiCK-ERRRR-Y-KY .... Into bed with my spurs on — Ah, ha, 
ha ! so much {snaps his fingers) for the washerwoman's charges 
and the housemaid's smiles. I shall walk with nightcap, great- 
coat, and top-boots into the — clutch of Morpheus, whose dreamy 
territories expand in the mazes of this dim gaslight under the 
chest of drawers, where the dust of ages has collected among the 
snow-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, all - shall dissolve in 
the flowing Rhine — 

Am Rhein O wie herrlich ! wir sanfen den Wein, 
Ade nun ihr Lieben, geschieden musz sein. 

Hush ! Tick, tock. I know it well. The seagull tunes his 
tobacco pipe— to 

The harp that mouldering long has hung 

On the swingle tree down in the dell ; 
And the breeze through its rotten chords has sung 

With an ancient and fish-like smell. 

Wonders will never cease — granted. But what of that ^ 
Farewell, beautiful sentence, nipped in the bud — gerow by the 
heat of the tropical sun. 

The bright birds are sighing. 

The elephant swears. 

The babies are crying 

And falling down stairs. 

Oh, ho, says the — (never we mention the name). 

Though they say he is wagging his tale^ 
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And bragging about a '* snug fann '' on the earth 

At the head of a beautiful vale. 

Sing me the songs I delighted to hear. 

Oh, the boisterful, beautUous sea. 

Fishes and steamers are swimming in beer, 

But, alas ! there is nothing for me. 

It is nothing to me. 

I am nothing to thee. 

My cherub ! My life ! .... It is past. 

Never more shall I dwell on the sorrows of youth, nor the 
pleasures of verdant grey hairs. . . . Oh dear ! Oh dear ! Oh 
dear ! . . . Dear what ? Dear everything, when coal is dear. 

And dearer still the hours that bring 

The light of other days, 
When I cotiM laugh, and dance, and smg 

Through memory's tangled maze. 

That hurts me ; wounds me ! Oh my heart, my heart, stung ! 
stabbed I with the dagger ofa . • . recollection. 

I remember, I remember . . . 
The fifUi of November 
The gunpowder treason and plot. 
In the coldest, cold, December; — 
Ah, they were a precious lot ! 

As o*er the past my memory strays, adown the stream of time 

I shut my eyes, and fix my gaze on nothing sO sublime 

As, bless the dear Canadian lakes, St. Lawrence and its roar 

When tumbling down it makes mistakes, and time shall be no more. 

Oh, cataracts of buttermilk are pouring from the sky, 

And heaven and earth are mixed together . 

In one great mess of foaming lather. 

P 2 
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Oh yes I That's all my eye and Betsy Martin too. Very well, 
dear. So be it. I pray you, do not distress yourself ; all shall 
come right in the end. 

Tell me, oh why is that flush on your cheek, 

And your forehead as red as my nose ? 
Have you been dipping your foolish young beak 

In the goblet of solace, and woes ? 

Ah, deceit, roguery, chouse ! 

Swallowed off in jolly haste- 
Songs and peals of laughterr 
* Liquid kindness to the taste, 
ii>M ^quld vengeance after. 

I know it, know it ««//. 

But oh, forgive, and don*t forget 

The fools that led you on. 
The wild and thoughtless college set, 

The grim and guzzling don. 

How sensible ! How uncommonly rational ! Hope dawns 
.... Where ? There it goes again. 

They flicker, flicker, as they go 

Along the bubbling river, 
The b illiant butterflies, but oh, 

They tumble in and shiver 

Shipwrecked, smashed, sk . . . . bother the adjectives. 
Where are they ? Never mind ; 1*11 give it 'em one of these days. 

Oh, scoundrel, Lurline, between waking and sleeping, 
The sailors are lured on thy bosom to rest. 

But Death's-head is grinning, and shaking, and steeping 
His frizzly beard in the gore on his breast. 
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And the waves rippde with impertinent innocence on the 

shore . > . 

Softly (alls the moonlight 

Through dull noctsimal gloom, 
Sadly dowR at midnight 

Upon the muddy tomb . . . 
** Where youth and beauty sleep together." 

Thuiks, thanks ! to thee, Luna, pale wanderer of the night, for 
thy Cklm sympathy. Speak, oh, do speak, again. . . . No 
answer I? . . . Listen to the mocking bird, twitting our agony. 
Away ! cruel, cruel I . . . But to return, turn thy hasty foot 
aside, thou treadest on my toes, thy ruthless iron heels deride, 
and crash me in my woes, — ^that is, boots. 

He left me in the lurch ; 
Oh, do not deem me weak, 
The valley and the village church 
Bring tears upon my cheek . . . 

They have fitted a slab of granite so grey, and sweet . . Ah, 
poor child, how often have I hung over those waving curls, 
those dreamy eyes, whose unwilling vengeance pierced 
my heart ! how it writhes, ha, ha, ha, I pity it, an eel, 
an eel, the cook is skucOling it ; bell hurried, clock worried, how 
she lugs it into agonizing contortions ! Oh ! to sigh or not to 
sigh, there is no question, and yet who can answer for it ? Ah, 
if ever fondest powers of fancy deign to tell, I'd like them 
well ; yet better they should hold their peace, for why rake up 
the memories of joys which never jrield their quota of sorrow to 
bliss, or madness, or despair? Nay, disturb not the verdant 
sods of Lethe's banks, where worms and curls are twined 
together. Avaunt, historic sympathy, thou unfeeling spade, and 
let the gnawing grubs of horror He buried, buried, there in 
smiling mounds of blank oblivion. 
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Come sweetly chirp, thou dismal bird* 

And charm my aching heart ; 
And warbling, let thy song be heard. 

As waking echoes start. 
To chill the breeze the driving snow 

Escapes in fleecy forms, 
And fluttering onward as they go 

Upon the scudding storms ; 
Descend they on the snoozy sheep, 

So packed up in its wool. 
The tattered beggars they must keep 

Somewhat like jolly cool. 
Fly not yet ; 'tis just the hour 

When maidens love the moon ; 
They feel its sentimental power, 

And take it for a " spoon." 
Dream on, young hearts, the hour is past. 

Oh, if thou loVst me, fly I 
Her hair is getting grey at last ; 

I fear she'll have to " dye." 
Away, away to the land of nod, 

That civil land away, 
Where happier noodles kiss the rod. 

And weep, and cry, Hurray ! 
Oh, Babel of confusion, leave 
. These blissful dreams alone. 
Alas ! how gladly should I grieve 

If I were but a stone. 

Sked helter, daddle skelter, away. Tally hokus, away ! 
They are off . . they are lost, 
Like a telegram in a bundle of hay. 
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Farewell 1 Not lost, but gone before. 

Oh, how they stamped, and kicked and swore, 

Simooms and dust shall blind 'em ; 

And I, poor man of wandering mind, 

Look for the tales they've left behind, 

•And can't tell where to find 'enu 



CONCERT. 

THE BASE fiddle's "BENEFIT." 

The lights in the hall were all blazing and glancing, 

The steeds and the coaches were rumbling and praucitig ; 

Arrivals by dozens come capering up ; 

Of something, perhaps, some had taken a sup, 

To keep up their courage by those applications 

Which, freely indulged, undermine the foundations. 

For shame I Such impatience you must not display. 

Let me just tell my story in just my own way ; 

And if you won't have me touch up the finale, 

You'd best cut your stick than be switched with my sally. 

To resume, then, th^ thread of what I was about : 

** So ho, there ! Be careful in needling out." 

Said th' usher, or butler— the fat one in breeches. 

With legs just as if they'd been licked by the leeches— 

To the coachmen, who dashing, and splashing, and slashing, 

Were whisking about and were very near smashing 

The paint and the skin on their coaches and horses, 

And making the bodies dilapidate corses. 
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The Isdies alighted in frolicking muslin. 

And ** faix " they were cool in the midst of the "bostKng. 

The kid in their boots was as skipping and frisky 

As 'twas on the hills in the island of whisky. 

Hurrah for the blazing of jewels and gas ! 
Hurrah for the pictures of rouge upon ** brass *' ! 
For shame to myself ! — ^to malign their complexions 
Becomes not a ** poet." But sweetest confections 
Should pop from his quill, like the bonbons of Parisy 
Just tit- bits of praise, that can never embarrass. 

Triangle, 

Tinkle, tinkle, 

Sprinkle, sprinkle, 
Rimmel's fragrant essence. 

Tinkle, tick. 

Bring it quick ; 
For the perfume lessens. 

Tinkle, oh ! 

Down below 
Thoughtless snobs are smokii^. 

Tinkle, I, 

Can descry 
Some fair ladies choking. 

Tinkle, ay, 

Their dismay 
While their faces redden ; 

Tinkle, oh f 

Might bring woe 
E'en to those who deaden 
Every spark of feeling in 
Their nicotinic gizzards, 
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While they come sneaking, reeling in, 
Like sentimental lizards. 

Tinkle, Ee ! 

Can it be, 
In a polished city, 

Tinkle you, 

Men should do 
Harm, and think it witty ? 
Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 
Sprinkle perfume, sprinkle, sprinkle. 
Tinkle A, E, I, O, U. 
Thank you, thank you, that will do. 

Drum. 

R-R-R-Rub, R-R-R-Rub, 

R-R-R-Rub a Dub a Dub. • 
What a very precious rumpus they are making 

With the carriages down there ! 

The Fat Fiddle's in despair : 
Every window in the parish must be shaking. 

R-r-r-rub, R-r-r-Rub, 

R-r-r-rub a dub a dub. 
Let the villains and their horses go to blazes. 

R-r-r-Rip a row dy dow ; 

I'll just come and show them how, 
While the Peeler opes his goggle eyes and gazes. 

Clarionet. 
Gently ! oh gently, we'll manage it all, 
Treat them like men and like brothers. 
For frolic and music we meet in this hall. 
Not to be quarrelling, with others. 
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Gently^ Sweet ladies are mounting the stairs, 
Kindness displayed on their faces ; 
Here we have none of those boisterous airs, 
Foreign to nymphs and to graces. 

Gently I oh gently, my rollicking boys, 
Don't you be scrambling and shoving ; 
Not a bit sooner you'll get for the noise $ 
Learn to be patient and loving. 

Small Kettle Drum* 

R-^r'riddle rattle crack, 

Botheration spoony clack, 
m revive ye with a reg'lar bit of rumpus ; 

R-r-r»rascal darionet) 

Making every one his pet, 
R*r-Peccavi I — How these horrid drumsticks thump us. 

Fife. 
Squeak, squeak 1 squeak like a weasel I 
Sarve you right, bumptious urchin. 
Cheek ! cheek ! Every one sees all 
Your pride bursting up through your skin. 
Whi-whi-r-r-ily whistle ; heigh ho, 
If I were as straitlacid as you, 
See su-r-r-ely, wouldn't I, though, 
Keep a bit quieter too ? 

Trombone. 
Ba, boo, bother, hullo I 

If I were as holey as you, 
Bosh ! £h, wouldn't I, though. 

Whistle more piously too ? 
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Down, down, jigging go down, 

Tune up a solemn old swell, 
Pray, bray, sanctified clown, 

To frighten old Harry in h— . 

Cornopean, 
For shame ! what a horrible thing ! 

Uproarious old imp of despair, 
We hoped that an angel would sing, 

And lo ! a brassphemer was there. 

General chorus oj disapprobation. 

We had hoped for a tune that would waft 

An inefiaUe gladness around. 
And we heard— as if demons had laughed 

In some pestilent den underground. 
We will vote— R-R-Rub a dub dub, 

That a wretch who can be unpolite, 
Should be soused — R-R — ^into a tub. 

And then kicked into *' quod " for the night. 

We will vote, we will vote, we will vote— 

Base Fiddle, interposing. 

Nay, hush ! let me beg you to cease, 
Unless, with a turbulent throaty 
Amid war you are voting for peace. * 

Mutineers, led by Trombone. 

What a swell ! But rather " necked," 
Just what any one might expect, 
Turning up in such a " case.** 
What a beau I Now draw it mild ; 
Don't you be ** a getting riled,' 
If we say you're playing base. 



»> 
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All your p^rowl about the ** peace '* 

Is but gammon, elbow grease. 

Ah, youVe twisting up your string. 

If it flew the end would be ; 

But the cat (gut) astrophe 

Intestinal strife may bring. 

Prithee, leave sweet Peg alone ; 

She is ** screwed,** her power is flown, 

Just as ardent spirit flies. 

When some self-indulgent lover — 

Wobbling beau — ^the plice discover 

Groaning on the bridge of sighs. 

Base Fiddlc, trembling all aver 7vitk prosaic rage. 

Kick them out, and then I'll try to foi^ve them. 
Ii's my concert, remember. 

Spectator, s&tto voce loc. 

Furthermore I think he blurted, 
** And I'll not be disconcerted." 

Omnes. 

All's well that ends well. 
Mutineers, as they leave. 

And thereby hangs a tale — 
'Tis Rosinante'stail. 

Harp. 

Quick, come ; quick, come ; quick, come — 
Back to your places rascality frantical, 
Qaiet a bit from this tempest atlantical. 
Big Drum ! Big Drum I Big Drum I 
Surely thy cheeks are sufliciently tightened up ; 
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Thunler be done, and now prithee be brightened up, 
Quitting thy " rub a dub dum." 

First Fiddle {violin), 
£, he, a ha, O ho ; surely ; so let it be, 

Sit ye all down ; down will ye sit ! 
And direct your attention to me, 

While I flourish a fiddle dee dee. 
I dreamt that you dwelt in marble halls, 

As peaceful as peaceful could be, 
Echoes rebounding from elegant walls, 

Blending harmoniously. 
I wished it, I hoped it, I dreamed it was true — 

Impressions grew brighter and stronger ^ 
And now, my good fellows, I think 'tis for yon 

To let me be dreaming no longer. 

Omnes. 
Hu-r-r-ah ! Bravo ! Bravo ! 
We will certainly try ; 
We will all do our best, 
For a genial request 

Claims a courteous reply. 

« « • • • • 

And hark ! what a wonderful melody comes — 

All traces of discord it smothers — 
When fiddles, and whistles, and trumpets, and drumi 
Are " discoursing '' like men and like brothers. 
'* You thought and endeavoured; you plotted and schemed ; 
Did all that a creature can do. 
Then, weary, you slumbered and blissfully dreamed. 
But you wakened . . . 

Violin, ecstoHccUly, 

To cry, It is TRUE I " 



46 



THE FOSSIL MAN. 

J. ROGERS' ACCOUNT OF HIS SCIENTIFIC MASTER'S 

DISCOVERY. 

A FOZIL kerlekter unpakin the bowls 
Of ** Terra " onzt hit on the freame of a man ; 
And caerphylly scrapein the foce with his trowells, 
His oztorologikel mewsings b^;an. 

Mr* A* That jaw is prognacious, et seter and seteran ; 
Those tooth*s is h'potamioos, or summit o' that ; 
The skull, wot a shape ! O I knose a site better an 
Spexin it ever wor kep in a 'at. 
Was he killted to deth, wos he fello de sea ? 

Jiog, Quoth I, " An it may be the korps of a sayler, 
For 'tisnt down close to the water he'd be. 
If he livd upon land like a tinkler or tailer." 
But the gent he was bent on his deep muddjrtations. 
And all my wyse speach went to sweeten the ayre ; 
For he fed not hb mind with my bountiess o rations, 
But liftin the kranium with onederfool caer, 
Observes the dementions and type (wos it metalous ?). 

Mr, A. ** Hard to detturmin," saith he, ** on that brain ; 
Mite be liceankepalous or gironkettalous, 
Or archin ditto." 

S, Then quots I again. 

" An if it wos kettleous, where is the spowt of it ? 
An why mite the inseks be gnawin a stone ? 
Archyenscoopalous there is no doubt of it. 
Surely that soots to the sweep of the bone.'' 

Mr, A. "Noodel cumninnypoop, dont hinderuptify/' 
Growls out his honour (I vistled a jig). 
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Mr, A, " Shat up that squeeleiy no one can justify ; 
Neighburs '11 think we are killin a pig.** 

R. **Oh, bother the squire," thinx I ; but I grinned 
As if he had call me the p3mx of perfexion ; 
Fur servinsi yer kno, mus be rather thick skind, 
Or they soon' 11 be squozed into pulps of dejection. 
And herewith I throws meself into a hattitude, 
All of a ignerant listnin attentivtiess. 
With eyes all a beamin like oshens of grattitude, 
So on he goes with constoundin inyenfchreness. 

Mr, A, Ah, *tis amazin to dream of the past \ 
Wher wos he bom ? How long did he last ? 
Wot was his muther, and wot wos bis &ther? 
Wot wos, — Ay wot wos his pedergry rather? 
Used his kind muther to sing him to sleep ? 
Think of the fiitur, and kiss him and veep ? 
Used his rough fader to sayl on the C, 
Tumble home tipsy, and wish him at D ? 
Did he get valloped and foolskapd at skul ? 
Did he do laming by wrote or by role ? 
Did he mitreakleate in a varnusity 7 
Was he a progidy, wos he a dunsity ? 
Did he go tarein off nokers and bells ; 
Pitchin of poodkdogs down into wells ? 
Purchazin gimkracs and smoakin sigars, 
Then take hisself boddily off to the wars ? 
Or did he go stewin of latyns and griex, 
Hair in a frizzle and lanthem cheeks ? 
Did his wild chummy say, ** Where is the use ? 
Stewin is nothing but cookin' a goose." '' 
Did he get stumppt in a dasterly tripus, 
Wictim of raskurly xaminin vipus ? 
Did he come throug at the hed of the list. . ? 
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Rog, ijn odibU visper as nobody could hear but meself\. 
Better by iar for hisself if he misst. 

Mr, A, Take up a fellosheep $ never a wife, 
Live in a attic the rest of his life, 
Readin of novles and doin of sums, 
Drinkin and smoakin with mussty old chums. 
Or did he, oh did he, like wot you may call, 
Jist never be bothered with lemin at all ; 
Chief of the saverges, rapines and raveiges, 
Murder and fitin and they sorts of fun. 
Till flip comes a harrow and so he wos done ? 
Or wos it a pistol that ended his story, 
A leaden fill stop in the chapter of glory ? 
Or wos a hemp halter the thred of existenz, 
Suspendin him far from all hopes of assisienz ? 
Or did some garoter cormptelly throtle him ; 
Or sly eevle spiryt of " corkers" unbottle him? 
Or tapping and juglin provide him his bier ; 
And so " hoc est porcus " • by dint of good cheer ? 
Or did he infallibly sit on the chair. 
Of Peter and notably Petrify there ? 
A catchin the fish with their mouth full of gold, 
Rewardin theyr kindness by getin em '* sold " ? 
Infisdibel meens, I decreas vat I can, ' 
To teach the *' Ros Bifs '' the whole duty of man.. 
I sends 'em a Bull to roar at 'em ** of cours you mus,'* 
And if they refooses, I shrugs a " non possumus." 

Rog. " O Yorik !" sey I, " whot, abuflfer from Roam, 
Be leevin his relicts so far from* his home ? 



* Hoc est *' porcus," some says ' ' corpus ; " but I don't perfess 
X% be no skoler. — J. RoG. 
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Unless by some suddingly happin dishaster, I 
Thinx he'd be bund beside a monastyry." 

Mr. A. Rubble ubbish ! ye boy, tis a very nice skull ; 
But look for the more nasty one if ye wuU. 
The more ye can dig up the better for me. 
Comparison's life to my Annytommy. 
I wonder did Bantin perswade him to starv, 
Or fightin Apolion teach him to carve — 

Rog, Or did he, or wos he, or don*t he, ct seterer. 
Do everything no way for want of a betterer ? 

Mr. A. Alius a mixin yer revalent twaddle. 
In that foacuss of jumbling, yer hummintop noddle ; 
Jest gether these specimees up to examin : 

Be caerphul I say, or ye'U set me a d 

Let nobody see us a running this rig, 

Or crys'll be got up, " Hi over and stone 'cm.'* 

Roger, Oh, muster, I fear yer a bit of a *' prig." 

Mr, A. All right, sir, De mortuis nil nisi bone 'em. 

Rog. Well, Mr., I dout as preaps ye be right, 
A bagging this here unselfhelpabel wigt 
And whot if the gost kem allong of the bones? 
And wot if the house be a-haunted with groans ? 

Mr, A. I jist wish it mite, and then when we wer napping, 
Away to the pubUc the spyiit of tapping 
Wud run, and 

\Rog. \Aside), Forgive him, good lord, how he lauged I] 
I'm blowed if their beer woudent all be on draft 

Rog. And then,— but I wonder, the gost mite get drunk. 
And reel in a wineding sheet home. What a funk 
The Mrs. and I and yerself woud be in ! — 

Mr, A. Its needless to say that I don't care a pin. 
And as for the Mrs., she's not superstichious ; 
She lar6 at the storys of what ye call whiches ; 
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And if a f oor gosl kem and kickd up a row, 
Her mind sientifik would calmly asked, ** How !' 
And as for this wrech he*s bin roten so long, 
Tis centyries past sins they herd his ding dong ; 
His gost may have swigd half a ocean of toddy. 
And never think more as he once had a body. 
But you hinderupted my histiric muse, 
Perusin this buffer's bigraphical news. 
And jist as I came to the chapter of grief 
You prigd my idea, ye loggerwigd thief. 

/^o£. Wei], sir, you wos saying as how he wos done, 
As how he popd off like the son of a gun ; 
Or how he, or did he, but, sir, * taint no matter 
If he wos Old Hary or Juveno's hatter ; 
I'm tired of standing here half o' the day. 
And missus is wishing we'd com home to tay. 
« • * « « 

Mr. A. There it is, there it is, there it ib ! (sez he), 
Marry if you like it ; but the bashilor is free. 
Oh, if I wer young again, I would see the ladys smile, 
But my heart the mostbewiching never, never ! should beguile. 

Rog. That time's gone, sir (sez I) ; 
So 'taint no use to cry, 

As if you could make the past to be futur onz more. 
Which' 11 just be as soon as afler's before 

Mr, A. Impertinent monkey, remember yer place 
(Sez he with, great mercy, a thunderblak fece). 
Here, take up these bones, put *em into a sack. 
And bundle it up on yer donkified back. 
And then — he, he, he ! 
When I sit down to tea. 
And the teeum fizzes, 
I'll — show them to missus. 
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Rog, ( TTtinks I to nuself). This is all mity cruel, 
To fnteathe Mrs., and she is a juel ; 
An seldom a servint I kno has a better, 
An oftin I sey, Don't they wish they may get her? 
For I meens to keep her. And so I'll just tell her 
As how this here diggin geelogerkel feller 
Have found a ole turnpike and grub up a post, 
A thinkin to say it's the bones of a gost. 

The foUering verses has bin **kerreckted" by a frien, and utterly 
spoilted altygether in my humble opinion. — J. RoG. 

Mrs. A* {at tea). Where have you wandered this beautiful day? 

Mr, A. Over the hillocks and down to the bay. 

Mrs. A. Had you a dip in the rollicking brine ? 

Mr. A. No; I dipped into a wonderful mine; 
Treasures I found of more value than gold, 
Relics of ages on ages untold : 
Priceless ! I fancied myself in a dream, — 
Here they are ! {Aside.) Oh, I should like her to scream ! 

[Pulls a skull and bones out of a bag\. 

Mrs. A. {pretending to be greatly horrified^ cavers her face with 
a handkerchief and gives a sidelong wink at thefootnian, who peeps 
in at the door behind his master's chair. 

Oh ! bring not fossiliiic horrors 
To disturb our peace of mind. 

Rogers {entering with a sheet thrown over his head, )* 

CursM be the man that borrers 
Heds and leeves the corps behind. 



♦ Nota Benni. — The sheat wos my ownideer altygether on the 
spur of the minnit, and Mrs. knowd nothing about it. — J. Rog. 

E 2 
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The Master turns suddenly round on his chair, drops the 
skull on his teacup, loses his balance, clutches the tableclorh, 
and falls down on the floor, pulling all the cups and saucers down 
after him. The Mistress screams lustily, but nevertheless manages 
to secure the teapot and urn before the cloth goes off altogether. 
Rogers, trying to escape in a hurry, passes too near the fire, sets 
the sheet in a blaze, and rushes out of the room. Master, on 
the floor, rolled up in the tablecoth with a pat of butter stuck 
on his head, kicking and roaring out, " Its the D — ' 

Let us give them all a day or two to cool and settle. 

Another evening after tea, Mr. and Mrs. A. sitting before the 
fire,, the skull on chimneypiece. 

Mr. A, Too bad of John. But indeed I deserved it. 
Nobody else in the house has observed it. 

Mrs, A, No, I think not ; let it all be forgot. 
Rogers himself found the game rather hot. 

Then going to the harpy strikes a few chords and sings: — 

Oh no, we'll never mention it, 

Nor call it more to mind, 
With every good intention it 
To Lethe is consigned. 
Mr. A, What sentiment is this I hear, 
Melodious and refined ? 
The kindest kind intentions are 
To Lethe's wave consigned ! 
Mrs. A, No ancient bard would have a chance, 
Extemporizing song. 
If ruthless critics hurl their lance 
At every word that's wrong. 
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Mr* a. {taking his tyeglass and looking carefully at her head). 
And now she naively must profess 

Herself an ancient bard, 
With snowy hair and stormy dress, 

A squat on mountain sward. 
And, faith, I think the hdr is grey, 

The dress is free and wild. 
The chair is green ; she strums away 

Like mad Apollo's child. 
Mrs, A. (sings). When prince Llewellyn sat in state 

In Cymry's ancient hall. 
With trusty sword beside his plate. 

Lest Norman rogues should call, 
He bade the bard retune his harp, 

Consider every string — 
The natural, the flat, the sharp — 

And th^ begin to sing. 
'* Oh, sing the songs," Llewellyn said, 

" Which hushed me once to sleep ; 
When watch around my cradle bed 

My mother used to keep : 
For I am weary of the strain 

Of wars that never cease. 
Then bring to memory once again 

The days of youth and peace." 
And as the ancient poet swept 

The chords with magic touch, 
The sturdy prince and warriors wept. 

And tears relieved them much. 
The tension of a hundred days 

Of fiercest mental strain 
Relaxed before those soothing lays. 

And they were calm again. 
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Mr. A, Bravo the bard 1 Yet, sad to tell, 

We now may search in vain 
Through castle, mountain, wood, and dell, 

To find his like again. 

Mrs, A. O "wlad fy nbadau." 

Mr. A. Tempora 

Mutantur. 

Mrs. A. That is true. 

Mr. A. Et nos mutamur, madam. 

Mrs. A. Ah ! 

Mr. A. Inillis. 

Mrs. A. That is too. 

Mr. a. [starting up\ 

'Tis ten o'clock ; our house you know, 

Mrs. A. Is in a rotten row 1 
Mr. A. The walls are thin ; our neighbours keep 
Such early hours for going to sleep. 
That really — 

Mrs. A, I must leave the lyre — 

Mr. A. To tell the truth in peace, 

Mrs. A. And quench the spark of ancient fire 
That flickers in — 

Mr. A. Its fleece. 

PROSAIC EPISODE. 

Mrs. A. Well, you are a-woolgathering I 
Master. I was merely alluding to the eflfect of the firelight 
on the baize cover which you were throwing over it. 

\Exetint. 
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J. Rogers comes in to put on the fireguard and turn off the ,^as. 
Sees the skuU on the thimneypiece^ and begins to muse. 

The hed is hollo, like meny a hart 
As beets belo a sating vest ; 
But emty harts may fill with spite. 
And malignashus things indite ; 
While emty heds remain at rest. 
No more oppressing nor opprest« 
Altho' they be a Bony part 
O goglin sockets that once wos eyes. 
Wot scenes of love was pictured there. 
Wot tears has traced their courses down. 
For rugged fare, or bootless crown. 
For sorrows driftin to despair i 
O glanrd ye ever upwards where 
The breth of hope may waft a prayer. 
And b d the wounded spirit rise? 
Did wisdem's holyiest, purest ray 
lUoomin onz this darksome cave ? 

[Lays his finger on the skull. 

Or did tlie rollin orbits gloat 
On mangled corpse and bloody throat. 
While priests of Fury ramp ard rave. 
In mixture sad of fool and knave, 
And love the night, and airse the day ? 
Or, all eschewin the fowlsom den 
Of Supcrstichin's needless ^ifts. 
Did calm Abstraxion steal the gaze 
Away to milder milky ways, 
Where magnitudious forces lift 
The plannets round, and where adrift 
Mite almost go the wits of men ? 
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Excep their circled some ling'iing spell 
About their tight attenshioned brains. 
As dizzy heights and depts are mixed. 
In chaos jumblin on unfixed 
Apparently^ till — Hark ! the strains 
Are all harmonious — order reigns, 
And whispers, ** Courage I All is well." 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ • 

But oh, perventure the hero wos 
Admirant more of urth than sky, 
Altho' h'mself a shining star 
In pollytics, or wit, or war, 
Carowsing jovial evenings by. 
Or bidding moonarchs pack and fly 
To blazes with their cannon laws. 
Or whirling round in a guilt salon, 
' Champain and mewsic, lovely phizzes. 
And broken harts and oyster patties. 
And blades and spocms (the sharps and ffatties)^ 
And scowls and frowns, and stolea kissesy 
And seconds, weapons^ hits and misses — 
Adonky! — ^Ah — c'est assez. Allons.* 

[Puts an the firepiard and tripping backwards over the ru^, falls 
into an armchair. Finding himself there, he putts a pencil 
out of his pocket t and begins to scribble on the margin of an eld 
newspaper. 

Now jest let me think. 
Did he ever use ink. 



^ I wor at Bulogne one summer and bot a diktchary ; that's 
how I know Frenzh. — J. R. 
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For that is a old invenshon ? 

Or did he jest scrawl 

With a stick on the wall 
The notion he songt to menshun T 

Praps master can tell 

If be digs up his ceU, 
Or mesures the bones of his fingers ; 

For he is so cute. 

From the hoof of the brute 
He could tell if a ho3 had winkers. 

The following verses wos touched uf) by the Missus, as found 
my ole newspaper and pencil in the pantry. 

And sure his idle fingers lie 

Be-scattered in the sand. 
Conjecture only can supply 

The work that filled hi« hand. 

Ferhaps it hailed with friendly grasp 

The honest fist of toil, 
Or rudely caused the dying gasp. 

Then trembled o'er the spoiL 

A thousand thoughts Are crowding round 

Imagined memory^ 
And conjure up in mingled sound 

Discord and hanAony. 

For million deeds, for good or ill, 

Were wrought by human hands, 
And milJion records of them still 

Are written in the sands. 
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And millions too, as Lethe^s stream 
Comes rippling on the shore, 

Dissolve and vanish like a dream 
That may return no more. 

And is the sandy record all 
That now remains of those 

Who lived and loved in cave or ball — 
Their hopes, their joys, their ^vnes ? 

• 

Or is there one eternal mind 

That still remembers well 
The lot to every one assigned, 

And how he fought and fell ? 

And is that mind devoid of love ? 

And does it bid thtm cease. 
Or call them to some realm above, 

To holiness and peace ? 

It is a question that has filled 
The thoughts of saint and sage, 

A notion that has often stilled 
A reckless passion^s rage. 

A hop^, a faith, that tends to raise 

Our aspiration higher — 
That makes the truth, in all our ways, 

An object of desire. 
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If life were but a fleeting span, 
And hopes beyond were flung away, 

The first and foremost thought of man 
Would be, " I wonder what will /fly." 



* It com'brts plucked and blundering me 
To think that what I learn here 
Will help me on to my degree 
In some translittlegoious sphere. 



Oh, friend of mine, whose skull is there, 
Did thoughts like these e*er comfort thee ? 

Or did'st thou dwell in dark despair, 
A burdened son of misery ? 

Alas, my friend, thou canst not speak 
To me, and tell thy sorrows now ; 

And yet the tear is on my cheek, — 
I read the lines upon thy brow. 

For thine was ne'er a human lot, 
If never round thy anguished heart 

A storm of grief burst raging hot. 
And made the boiling teat -drops &tart. 



* My young roaster put this vers in while I wer out of a 
errand one day. I likes the boy for all he is a bit mischitfous ; 
so I lets it stand. 
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For didst thou plod alone through lifC) , 

Thy sorrows were not single. i 

And didst thou bind to thee a wife, 
Then double sorrows mingle. 

Old Celebs in his mansion grand, 

Old Duplex in the Attic, 
May, cold and helpless, &il to stand, 

Or be empire-rheumatic 

Master George again. Bad boy I 



But now 'tis time for me to rest, 

And if there ever fell to thee 

The lot of servant-man like me, 

With mistress kind and master true. 

And heaps of honest work to do ; 

With cot and chubby urchins near, 

And loving wife — Oh, never fear, 

Though some might say, ** 'Tis not the bes*^^ 

I'd say, ** Thy lot on earth was blesV 
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HERO AND LEANDER. 

The silver lamp was burning dim, 

Illuminating on the sly 
A couple— but of her and him 

We hope to ^ell you by-and-by. 

First come and show me where to Bnd 
The lovers who in public squares 

Will let the passers know their minds, 
And care not who their secret shares. 

Where is the maiden who will blush 

Pro bono publico ; or tells 
Her tender passion to the rush 

Of busy snobs or idle swells ? 

Let not your wonder start your hair 
On end, displaying all its height ; 

If I should tell you of a pair 
Who love, yet keep it out of sight. 

Accuse not, then, the lamp of tricks 

If it should bum dim ; 
Or if it should contract its wicks 

Because of her and him. 

Hero. 

Leander, my boy, between waking and sleeping, 
I heard thy first splash on the shore of the bay ; 

i was drowsy and dull, but I roused, and was peeping, 
To see if the dragon was out of the way. 
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Oh, if thou didst know how with Aigus he's watching 
To keep his poor daughter as if in a jail, 

And how she does tremble lest he should be catching 
Leander, and thrashing him down with a flail ! 

Leander. 

I know it my girl ; 

I guess what you'd say ^ 
The buffer's a churl, 
And ready to slay 
Every man who should dare to make love to his daughter, * 
With a fiend's complication of torture and slaughter. 

But what's that to me ? 
I come o'er the sea, 
Facing death all the time I swim in it ; 
When I get over here, 
Dost thou think I would fear 
Facing death on the land once a minute ? 
!Xay I love thee, and dangets and struggles are nought 

When they come in the way of true love. 
But it's late ; so, my darling, I think that I ought 
To have ocean below me and starlight above. 

Hero. 
Farewell ! and my blessing go with thee, to keep 

Thee as buoyant as cork on the billowy sea. 
Farewell ! I will watch, as I smile and I weep, 

Till thy signal of safety darts over to me. 

« « « « • « 

{Buss et Re- Buss,) 

« « « . « * 



Daughter by adoption. 
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To-morrow, then, thou may est be here : 
The ** guvnor" goes away to feast ; 

And if he might be drunk a year, 
It would not make him more a beast. 



Leander {retreating). 

Yes, I'll be here when Phoebus dips 

His yellow chin behind the sea. 
And when he damps his burning lips 

With drowning gulps of briny tea. 
Expect me when the roosting fowls 

Begin to snore around thy bower ; 
Expect me when the solemn owls 

Announce the buperstiiious hour. 



Down the rocks I am slipping, 

And into the sea ; 
'Tis only a dipping 

Parts Hero and me. 
The moon is delightful, 

Nfy arm is strong ; 
What some might think frightful 

Is only a song. 

(Sings.) 

I'm afloat, I'm afloat. 
O'er the billow I roam ; 

If I had a boat 
I'd be sooner at home. 
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I'm afloat, I'm afloat. 

But my barqne is my skin. 

And a jolly tough boat 
Is the one I am in. 

Ply the oar, ply the oar, 
With its five-fingered blade. 

Horrah for the shore ! 
A quick voyage I've made, 

I despise, I despise 

All your paddles and gear ; 
For a compass I've eyes. 

And a coat-tail to steer. 

I'm a boat, I'm a boat, 
And complete every part: 

There is steam in my throat 
And a fire in my heart. 

My muscles are pistons 
You never need grease ; 

They've packings —the best ones 
Are of bread and cheese. 



From respect to the fish, 
I will finish my song, 

For sure I don't wish 
Them awake for $o long. 
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With Good nigjht, and Good night. 
Goes the dripping-wet bqj 
To his cot on the hillock 

Away 

And his lantern bright 
He hangs out on a tree, 
As a signal, sweet darling. 

To thee. 

In a heap, in a heap, 

-Go his clothes on the floor. 

And a fork throws them out at 

The door. 

Then at rest, in the straw 
That's stack up on the beams, 
Travels off to the coontiy 

- Of dreams. 



The sun is up, like a friend in need. 
And dries the clothes upon the mead. 
So when he, the belated sleepy boy. 
Puts them on, he is jumping with joy. 
Now change the tune, sweet Muse, and tcU 
Of dingles where the fedries dwell. 
Where fountains sparkle in the sun. 
And frisky lambkins gaily nm. 

Leandes. 

Hurroo! what a beautifol day ! 
Huro, HunT, ee^ Hurray! 
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Leaoder hops, and skips along, 
Beside the brook with meny[soiig ; 
Then rests beneath the leafy shade 
By groves of noble beeches made. 
Some roasted chestnnts, dates, and figs, 
A flask of milk, and " com rigs," 
A little salt,— is kindly fiuw 
For one who lives in balmy air. 



So leave him now to tone the reed 
To sportive lambkins on the mead. 
And when the sun declines maybe 
He'll wander down beside the sea. 

Evaw^. Leandxr en the shore. 

The doads are assuming a threatening form. 
And everything bodes the approach of a storm. 
Then quick I make a dash ; let the channel be crossed 
Ere all into mountains and valleys is tossed. 

With a rush and a kick ofi; he spurns the land, 
And speeds through the billows with hand over hand ; 
Then settles to swimming in practical style, 
Fo^ " larking " won't pay to get over a mUe. 

LsANDER, in the sea, 
A hurricane's riang, the water runs high ; 
I would t'other coast were a little more nigh. 
But I'm half way across ; it is vain to return. 
Though the sea is like buttennilk dashed in a chum. 
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The foam of the billows is tossing my hair ; 
I'd rather, my darling, thy fingers were there 
A jocular pluck with thy sweet little hand 
Might hasten my journey across to the land. 



My thighs are aching with the toil 

Of my swift-kicking heels ; 
And sadly for the want of oil 

Each weary pivot squeals. 

Be tough, O tender heart, nor break ; 
Keep thumping on for Hero's sake ; 
Let no calumniator say, 
" It was his heart that first gave way." 



Oh, that which kills me most of all 
Is that I come not at thy call. 
Thoult think me false, and yet for thee 
Vve fought with death upon the sea. 

Farewell ! For thee I've fought and died. 
Ah! who would be a corpse's bride P 
Nay, spurn the notion ; live I forget ! 
'Tis thus iAou mayest be happy yet. 

Ah me ! I wish, but wish in vain, 
That darling lass may smile again. 
No Lethean draught can e*er restore 
The hopes, the joys, the days of yore. 



F 2 
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O Fate ! thy venomed barbs are winged 
As from a bow thafs many-stringed ; 
Bat most of all I feel the dart 
That pierces through my Hero's heart 

I'm failing fast ; but while there's life 
111 stick to this unequal strife. 
And till my eyes can see no more 
I'll keep my &ce to yonder shore. 



With one Farewell ! his breath was spent. 
And, gurgling, sank his earthly tent 
One throb, and then the struggling heart. 
Reluctant, felt its strength depart. 

In the mearUime Hero was watching the storm. 

Ah, she had waited long for him, 

Till, overcome with fears. 
Her pretty eyes grew sad and dim 

With floods of starting tears. 

Then, able to endure no more. 

She took the seaward way. 
And stood \ipon the stormy shore, 

Half drenched and drowned with spray. 

Benumbed and shivering, strained her eyes 

To pierce that dismal night. 
Thought every noise his drowning cries^ 

''And yet— that is his light 
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** On yonder coast ! — It is I Ah, no I 
A phantom of my frenzied brain 

Does mock me, and deceive me so. 
See I there it is again." 



A yell ! a crash of falling spars ! 

"Alas, I see it now, 
A noble ship I and gallant tars 

Are crowded on the bow. 

" It's dose at hand ; if s stranded high," 

She'cried with all her breath. 
" A bit of rope, they are so nigh, 

Would save them all from death." 

They heard the shriek, and thought that help 

Was somewhere near at hand. 
They flmig a rope across the kelp 

That lined the rugged strand. 

No maiden aunts, no prudish fears 

The lassie thought of then ; 
She dashed away her blinding tears. 

** m save those drowning men." 

With frantic zeal the rope is grasped. 

Secured with double knot. 
" 'Twill hold, 'twill hold 1 " she feebly gasped 

And fidnted on the spot. 
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Sailors, on the shore* 

Captain. 
Are all hands ashore, my lads ? 

Several Voices* 
Ay, ay, sir. 

Captain^ 

Keep a look 'out for the valiant man that rescued ns. It is 
dark as pitch, but still I wonder we don't find him. 

O friend of mine, why wilt thou hide ? 

No reckless pirate crew are we. 
But, honest merchants of the tide. 

We live and labour peacefully. 

The rope is bound around a stone 

Of just sufficient size — 
But hark 1 I thought I heard a groao^ 

Ay, here the hero lies. 

Several Sailors. 

What dead I Alack, what sad mishap 

Could have be&llen him ? 
Come, hoist him up— poor little chap ! 

A hand here. Bill — ^now, Jim. 

Has e'er a man a strongish drop 

Of something fit to take. 
On such a night of blow and slop. 

To make this youngster wake? 
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Another Sailor. 

Tis all gone down ; for sore the barque 

Is bat a mass of splinter : 
I never saw a night so dark — 

Not in the depth of winter. 

But, faith, my back is stronger than 
The stiffest stuff that* s brewed, 

Por water weakens that, but, man« 
I aint a one that's glued. 

Ay, souse and douse me in the wave, 

I'm india-rubber stilL 
Here^ hoist me up this feathery knave ; 
111 take him up the hill 
In half a crack. 
Upon my back. 
For yonder there's a cottage light. 
And help may there be found all right. 

Go. on, some boy, 

With owlish eye. 

To give the route 

And look about 
For quicksands, gullies, quarries, snares^ 
Lest we should tumble unawares 

In some foul plight 

And stick all night 



*Tis good advice, my old Jack Tar ; 
Go speed thee well, then. An revoir I 
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In the meantime shift the scene back a few hours and behold 
Hero's wide letonung from a neighbour's house through the 
pouring lain. 

Uncle* 

Ohf I went away for a drunken bout. 

But found the old blockhead that asked me was out. 

He left his bottle of grog 'tis true ; 
But who in the name of the holy sea 
Could care by himself for a drunken spree ? 

I conIdn*t for one. Could you ? ^ 

So I threw some curses about his house — 
A mean and most villainous dastardly chouse ; 

No gent with even a hoof and tail. 
Akin to the rascal in picture books — 
Not even the shabbiest Bashibazooks— 

Would let invitations fail* 

[Arrives at Ais own door^ 

Here we are home again. 

Not soon to roam again* 
Bother the rascal that bolted away, 

Leaving me in the wet ; 

Thrashing his bones shall get. 
Next time he's drunk, and I hap to bQ sober. 

\Knocks several times at the door with a peculiar double rap^^ 

Curse on these lasses now. 
Why don't the asses now 
Open the door ? It's as cold as October. 
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Ho, Mrs. Aigus-eye 1 
Hallo, Miss Blubbersigh 1 
What has become of the silly young wench ? 

[Changes his htnewith a sly wink, and continues coaxingfy* 

Will you leave uncle here ? 
Come now, my pretty dear ; 
Ribbons I'll give ^ la mode of the French* 

[ THes the latch and finds the door unfastened. 

This is rich I Jericho! 

H and Amerigo ? 

Hang me up high, but the door is unlocked I 

CursM old Argus-eye 

Snores like a lullaby. 
When all her eyes and her ears should be cocked. 

Curse the old loafer too. 

On the best sofer too. 
Ho for a bucket to freshen her head ! 

[Fetches one and throws the contents over her. 

Drowned as a water rat. 
Squeals like a tabby cat 
Drips like — 

Mils. a. (starting up, and collapsing on a chair). 
Oh, save us I Miss Hero has fled I 
Just while I took a drop. 
Making my toothache stop. 
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lUfuie kicks tke chair from under her and rushes outf 
leaving the ahnosphere redolent with unsavoury adjec" 
th/eSf interjections^ &*c, 

Down to the shore I must go ; 
Thither she's wandered, I knoW| 

D- Master Cupid 

Has made her so stupid. 
Nothing at home interests her, 
Fancy or whimsey invests her ; 

Silly young noodle, 

Some woolly poodle 
Comes swimming across to yelp at her^- 
Makes her as mad as a hatter. 

Puppy's an idiot too, 

Cracky 3rottng fidget too, 
Wish he were touched with the hydrophobia, 

With this good channel here. 

We'd not have any fear, 
Even for beauty as rich as Zenobia. 



Oh, how I bless this stormy night I 
The wind outraves the frantic wight 

That comes to talk of love. 
The waves are roaring to be sure I 
I hope hell get his water cure. 

And I may find my dove. 
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The fool that talks of <* sweet and honqr,** 
If truth were known, has come for money. 
He '' knows ** I'm rich — ^I tkink so raiher ; 
He thinks, besides, I am her fiither. 
I know I'm not ; but that is neither 
Here nor there ; and Hero either 
Has £uled to tell him who I am. 
Or is not sure if it's a cram 
I'm guilty of when I declare 
I am her unde ; — ^when I swear 
I killed my brother in a duel, 
She " can't believe I was so crud.** 
Though, faith, her heart and soul believe it, 
And think the neighbours all perceive it, 
Or why would she be kept so close 
In watch and ward — ^why so morose ? 
A '' nay," if she but begs to roam 
For half an hour from her home. 
And yet 'tis true I killed my brother. 
We fought, and neither knew the other. 
For both were masked, and rather deep 
In wine. Alas 1 I once could weep 
When thinking of that fearful scene — 
A &ncy ball — a "domino," 

A pair of beauteous eyes 

That took me by surprise. 
But, ah, my brother knew them well. 
And, captured by their witching spell. 
His heart was gone. His gorgeous vest 
Was circled round a hollow breast. 
He cared for none on earth but her. 
Oh, God, what awful deeds occur 
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When all affection is engrossed 
By one alone ! Oh, who would boast 
Of magnitude m human hearts 
When all fiatenud love departs 
As ioon as other objects claim 
Attention? Cupid wounds his game 
With poisoned barbs that sorely blight 
The sense of universal right. 
The " meum " fills the grasping elf, 
The '' tuum " must go mind itself. 
And e'en before that fieital day 
I've heard my wretched brother say, 
" Keep clear of me. Why come you now 
So oft to call?" Surprised, I bow : 
" I come but as in days of yore ; 
If welcome not. 111 come no more." 
Then, turning sharply, he replies, 
With anger flashing in his eyes : 
'' Get out, I tell you ; I despise 
Your mean deceitfiil tricks and lies ; 
And if you'd leave the country too 
It would be best, I think, for you,*' 
I saw some jealous flame consumed 
His better soul. I left him, doomed 
To put no £uth henceforward, none, 
In mortal firiendship : all was done. 
I wandered to a foreign shore, 
Expecting ne'er to see him more. 
He wandered too : the wretched fool 
Was of the honeymooning school. 
And thus unwittingly we met, 
And thus the burden of regret 
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< Which crushes me and weig^ me down. 
Drives me to drink and makes me jfrown 
With sour face on youthful loves. 
Preferring devils far to doves) 
Was brought upon my aching back. 
And keeps me ever on^the rack. 



Invited by a generous call 

To country-house and fancy ball, 

I went, to drive away my care ;— 

I went, but who should meet me there ? 

The lady with the beauteous eyes 

That caught my gaze of fond surprise. 

And made me ask if I might hand 

Her aught from the refreshment stand. 

And just as I had reached a flask 

To give her wine, some rufiian "mask " 

Dashed it away. I raised my fist ; 

He drew his dagger, slashed, and missed. 

I downed him fiat, with toe and knuckle. 

And then indulged a crowing chuckle. 



At last, to settle, swords were brought 
Upon the green, and there we fought 
Until he fell. The mask was raised — 
Oh, horror ! stunned, afflicted, dazed I 



That lady, then, — she was no other 
Than this poor little Hero's mother. 
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And I have sworn that horrid Love 
Should never come while I'm above 
The ground to vex my household moiet 
Nor take what it cannot restore — 
The peace and quietness which give 
Me gleams of comfort while I live. 
I've sworn she ne'er shall marry till 
Unasked, and of my own free wiQ^ 
I bring her husband home m3rself. 
By jingo, she'll be on the shelf, 
A crabbed, sour, old shrivelled hag 
Before the smallest shred or rag 
Of man's attire shall pass the gate 
That bars the world from my estate ; 
Except, of course, this old casaque 
That hangs about my stooping back. 

And if— evasive of my rules — 
Some rascal fix>m the land of fools 
Should try to enter in his skin, 
I'd strip it off from toe to chin. 
And, peeler like, demonstrate he 
To be a perfect "noodity."* 



[ HTtile h€ stumbles along in the dark^ soliloquizing^ he qpproacher 
the sea, and there trips and falls prostrate over something, a^ 
body, lying on the beach : — he ejaculaU. 



Hero found ! Here — O — drowned 1 



♦ Noodle + oddity qr nonentity = noodity. — ^D. Davis, passim^ 
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Yes, Neptune has done it. Ay I bribed by the poodle. 

What jttmblers, these youngsters, otmtrt and of gloire, 
I'd bet, the last time he was here^ the soft noodle 

Had bid her £su:ewell with an " Att reservoir*** 
Yes, Venus has done it, the scum-bom harlot, 

Whose passions explode like a vulcanite cone. 
To spite me for thwarting her venomous variety 

Who wounds every heart but has none of his own« 
Apollo has hit me for cursing the banjo 

The poodle was strumming one night at the door. 
Olympus be d « Though I am but a man, Joe, * 

I hate and despise all your gods by the score. 
And you, the arch-rascal, old Joey or Juppe, 

The Swan, and the Bull, and the thunderbolt-pitcher ! 
I wonder, in troth, if yourself be the puppy 

That swims to my Hero in hope to bewitch her. 

[During^ this otUdursf of frenzy he has got the body up on his 
bach and started homewards. En route his voice may be heard^ 
grouting always fainter in the distance* 

(Ut seq.) Mutter — grumble — grumble worse ; 
Do do do C— 1 
Do — mumble — ^mumble — ^fieither ! 
Do do do rather ! 
Whisper— whisper— whisper cram ! 
Do do do d t 

Sailors, with the body ofHero^ arrive at her home. 

Omnes. 

Now, why don't you open the door? 
And why must we stop in the rain ? 

* Jupiter. 
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It is true, as we told you before, 
We're a shipwrecked crew from the main. 

Mrs. Ajlgus-eye (asitfe). 
Robbers J Murderers! Rufifians I whatever shall I do? 

[TTim whispers confidentially through theJuyhoUm 

You'd better not ask to come in : 

A wicked old ogre lives here, 
Who'd pick every bone in your skin, 

And guzzle your blood, just like beer. 
It would grieve my benevolent heart 

To allow you to enter and die, 
So prithee, ^be hushed, and depart. 

{Screams) He's coming. He's coming ! Oh, fly I 

A Sailor. 

By George, let him come if he likes ; 

'Tis as good to be eaten as froze : 
We're as tender as tenpenny spikes. 

And are garnished with savoury clothes. 
So open the door ; let us in, marm ! 

Sharpen your, knives 
To take our lives. 
Poke up your fire 
Till elbows tire, . 
To cook our chops. 

Though the d hops 

Around us well 
We must, we shall, we will get warm. 
And 'twere in h I 

[Kicks the door clean off Us hinges just as the UNCLE arrives with 
his burden. 
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All rush in together ; as they enter MRS. A. blows out the 
light and jumps out of the wiftdow. 

In the scrimmage Hero revives and utters a cry^ and then 
says in a faint voice: — 

Axgus dear, where am I now ? 
For every thing's confused. 

1 saw the sailors on the bow. 

And then my head was bruised 
By a coil of rope — 
I lost all hope 
Of tying anywhere, 
But in despair 
I whirled it round a stone, 
And my head was whirling too, 
'Twas all that I could do. 
And as I fell I cried, " Poor souls, forgive ; I cannot help." 

Uncle {;with unwonted gentleness). 

Be still, my child ; your safe upon 
A stalwart guardian's back. 
{Loudly) Ho, Mrs. Argus, fot your life, 
A light in half a crack. 

Hero. 
Thanks, uncle, thanks, I*m better now. 

[Puts her arm round the neck of the Sailor, on whose back she 
still is, and gives him a grateful kiss. 

Uncle lays down Leander on the sofa, strikes a light, and 
sees that the supposed Hero has a beard. 

At the same time the Sailor sets down the supposed coastguards- 
man on a chair, and scratches his head at the sight of petticoats 

Q 
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Uncle. 
Well I'm blessed I 

Sailor. 
No wonder. By George, so am I ! 

Uncle. 
Who'd have guessed ? — 

Sailor {to Hero). 
Gk)d save you, my darling, don't cry. 

Uncle. 

For twenty-four years I have watched 

To keep every villain away. 
And now helter-skelter has botched 

All the good of it off in a day. 
For twenty-four years not a soul 

But myself and the women were here. 
Some demon has baffled the whole, 
And nothing but breeches appear ! , 

• 

[Draws a dagger , and runs at Hero ; but is instantly tripped 
up and disarmed by the Sailors. He then makes a plunge at 
Leaneier, who lies immoveable on the sofa ; but gets a back- 
hander on the nose from a doctor who was a passenger on board 
the ship and is striving to restore Leander. 

At this juncture the Uncle's drinking friend^ who was not 
at home, reels in and stares towards the sofa with horror. 

OiNOPOTES. 

It is, it is I But how the deuce ? 

I thought him dead ; but where*s the use 
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Of thinking in such worlds as this ? 
We score a hit when it*s a miss, 
As I did when I married (hie) 
Yea, " vos non vobis melif " (sic). 

Uncle. 

Yes I this is the d periaqueous poodle; 

Yes, this, the erotic cupidified noodle 

That valued at nothing life, virtue, and peace ; 

That pickled himself in the brine for my niece ; 

That— 

[HzKOf/or the first time, glanced towards the sofa, shut her eyes, 
turned paler than ever, and swootud away, 

OiNOPOTES. 

Yes, this is the boy that you christened a " poodle," 

His father a dog, and his mother a 

And thou art the man that I christen a noodle, 

Thy " caput ** a log, and thy cerebrum pitch ! — 
If I had a temper like thine, O my friend. 
This hand, once so faithful, would give thee thine e .d. 

Uncle. 
YouVe tipsy, you beggar. Why ! what have I done ? 

OiNOPOTES. 

Why ? tipsy or sober, the lad is 

[ Voice trembles with emotion. 

My son. 

thrill seems to pass through Leander, he fetches a deep sigh, 
and then suddenly opens his eyes, 

G 2 
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OiNOPOTES. 

He lives, by Heaven ! he lives. 

Leander {falling an kis kneet beside Hero). 
And must be happy too, when Heaven forgives. 



Uncle. 

We need forgiveness all. God save the mark ! 
What wondrous plans are perfect in the dark ! 

And yet we will repine ; 
Because our feeble eyes are dim, 
We oft lose sight of Him 

Whose friendly hand divine 
Controls a scheme so vast, so far beyond 
Our power to guess. We all despond. 
Ascribing that to muddling imps of he]l 
Which Heaven has done so wisely and so well. 

Leander. 

Just as my senses &iled, I felt a pluck 

As by a friendly hand, 
And then I knew no more. 

A Sailor. 

Just but a week ago, I cursed my luck 

As with an iron band 
I patched a broken oar. 
An unaccustomed job. 
And bothering too. 
In presence of a snob 
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Who pocket-handed stared 
From off Abydos Quay, 
And marked how ill I fared, 
With rotten nails 
And broken tools. 

land of fools, 

I'm just the man that hails 
The earthquake that has squared 
That town and fools away, 
And made Abyd- Abyss, 

[T%eotAerSAiLOiiS *" hiss,'* 

How little then I dared 
To make the iron stay 
A flat and tidy job ! 

1 little thought 'twould do 
To hook a fish like you. 

[Nods to Leander. 
And yet it must have been 
That oar that caught your coat 
It dangled from the boat. 
In rusty davit jammed ; 

How ofl I said be d 

To it ! so little guessing 
That I had d a blessing. 

A critical examination of Leander's coat ensues, resulting 
in geneial conviction of the Nautical Assessors. 

Omnes. 

Songs of the wonderful oft we have heard ; 
Songs that our marvelling spirits have stirred ; 
Songs that meandered in rhythmical measure ; 
Songs that entranced us in business or Idsure : 
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But never on earth, or where else we have been, 
Such ragged old songs have been heard of or seen. 
As that which old Jack has just flung from hi$ throat. 
With little respect for his rhyme or his note ; 
And yet, of all marvellous songs we have heard 
From Aladdin down to Munchausen the third, 
From the isles of the Fay to the caves of Atlantic, 
Not one had a subject by half so romantic. 

[All join hands. 

Uncle. 

So manifest a destiny I dare not now resist, 
They shall be one, although there's not a parson to assist. 
• Come, Argus, ho ! Serve up the grub 
For thanks to Nep' we've had our " tub ;" 
And now it's breakfast time, 
If s wedding breakfast time. 

[All bustle about, throwing off wet jackets, and arraying themselves 
in cloaks, blankets, rugs, and other antirheumatic gear brought 
by Mrs. Argus. 

Leander. 

I launched on an ocean of brine in the eve, 

And I sank to the realms of the drowned ; 
I thought how my poor little Hero would grieve, 
, But she's laughing, by George, — for I'm found. 

I launched on an ocean of wedlock at night, 

Misogynist dubs me an ass ; 
Fut, just like the drowning, I feel it is right. 

And my heart is like hydrogen gas. 
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Hero. 

I wept, and wandered by the shore, 
Expecting thee no more. 
I cried, I raved, I tore my hair, 
I lost my senses in despair ; 
Became a prey to Viajgue alarms. 
And now — I*m in Leander's arms ; 

[Suits the action to the word. 

Oh, sorrow makes a wondrous show ; 
But is it endless? 

Omnes. 
NO. 



EXCELSIOR. 

At college he was rather " fast," 
But now the great Exam, is passed, 
And, looking for a snoozy perch, 
His soaring fancy hits the Church. 

« Excelsior.'' 

" No prosy Recordite for me, 

No puritanic Shaftesbury. 

My * title ' must be higher, — ^yes, 

St Lanterns ! This might do I guess." 

" Excelsior.'' 
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The chaplain " tried but failed to pluck," 
Though books were less esteemed than luck. 
" Coat ! waistcoat ! choker ! Oh, how nice ! " 
A curate with the strange device — 

« Excelsior." 

" Appointed 1 Disappointed too ; 
For here, alas, there's nothing new; 
The rector 's cranky, rigid, old ; 
His views are low ; the service cold ; 

Excelsior." 
* * * * * 

" I've left it for another sphere ; 

No end of bright fantastic gear, 

And flights of steps, and smoke, and flames : 

I soon shall learn their proper names. 

Excelsior." 
« « « « « 

No equal zeal, no ardour more 

Devoted worked that cure before. 

" 111 put the church a little straight ; 

The service must be more ornate. 

Excelsior." 

" Try not that pass," superiors hint ; 
" The present bishop will not squint." 
^' Avaunt ! " says he ; " obsequious ways 
Will never suit the man who says, 

Excelsior." 
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" An inhibition. Must not preach ! 

Must swallow what the lawyers teach ! 

In Jericho they'd find a home 

Amongst the tMeves. But I'm for Rome. 

Excelsior." 
* * It- * * 

" My brother ! Ah, how kind and nice ! 
The wa)^s as smooth and clear as ice. 
I'm glad I left that backward set. 
Cheer up ! I may be happy yet. 

Excelsior." 

But shave and dress him as they will 
The priest's a human being still, 
Dissatisfied with many things, 
And muttering while the censer swings, 

« Excelsior." 

He felt when lovely maids " confessed " 

Rebellion rising in his breast 

" Alas, that rigid holy vow ! — 

But I am falling sadly now. 

Excelsior." 

" Let fast and penance, then, be tried. 
For love and joy must be defied. 
And feeling trampled from my heart 
What matter if the tear-drops start ? 

Excelsior." 

* * * •H' * 
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His face is pale, his body lean, 
With slow and sanctimonious -mien 
He totters on the verge of death, 
Still whispering, as he gasps for breath, 

" Excelsior." 

At length there comes a scarlet hat 
" Its crown is low, and rather flat." 
The weak, the sour, ambitious man 
In joyless mood matures his plan. 

" Excelsior." 

Hurrah I At last, in robes of state, 
Tiara on his wrinkled pate, 
The scheming wretch has reached the goal. 
But something whispers in his soul, 

" Excelsior." 

Intrigues and plots and hollow smiles. 
And gorgeous rogues in fretted aisles. 
Religion faint with pomp and show. 
And villains chuckling at her woe. 

"Excelsior." 

" And did I think the holiest ground 
Should in these seven hills be found ? " 
He flung the bauble off" his head. 
And, looking up to heaven, he said, 

" Excelsior.'* 
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THE MILL-WHEEL. 

FROM THE GERMAN, WITH ADDITIONS. 

In a dingle cool and shady 

Turns a mill-wheel slowly round. 
There lived my beloved lady, 

But she's gone, and can't be found. 
'TWas to me her faith she'd spoken, 

Pledged this ring she would be true ; 
But, alas ! her faith is broken. 

And the ring is gone in two. 

I would wander round the world, 

Singing songs with my guitar. 
Till a banner was unfurled, 

Calling patriots to war. 
Then I'd say, " Farewell; Apollo I 

Tunes belong to happier stars ; 
Duty calls, and I must follow 

The discordant din of Mars." 

Vaulting proudly to my saddle, 

I would charge my country's foe, 
Till I forced them to skedaddle, 

Or a bullet brought me low. 
Oh, if— faint and wounded; lying 

In the dark upon the ground. 
Mingled with the dead and dying — 

I should hear the mill-wheel's sound, 
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I would say, " Deceitful charmer, 
Here I cannot wish to live. . . . 

Heaven forbid that aught should harm her ; 
Pafdon me, as I forgive." 

Thus he thought ; and ere the winter, 

Fighting lustily, he fell, 
Wounded by a flying splinter, 

Of a bursting shrapnell shell. 
In a dingle cool and shady 

He was stretched upon the ground. 
From the place where he was laid he 

Faintly heard the mill-wheers sound. 

And the sorrows of the lover 

Woke again within his breast. 
Strange the fate that brought him over ! 

Why not suflfer him to rest ? 
Fainting ! Fainting ! Life and sorrow 

Seem to ebb away together. 
Leaving him to wait the morrow, 

But a corpse upon the heather. 

Roving fiends, with oaths and curses. 
Robbed the fallen, through the night; 

Doctors, ambulances, nurses. 
Came as soon as there was light. 
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How and whither shall they take him ? 

Tents and waggons, all, are full, 
And this country cart would shake him, 

Drawn by a wildish bull. 

" Ah," suggests the rustic driver, 

" Let me bring him down the hill ; 
Something we may yet contrive for 

Half-a-hundred in the mill." 
Kindly on a stretcher lift him. 

Get him here beside the cart ; 
Gently to the tumbril shift him, 

Trust him to the driver's art 

" There's the place away before ye. 

Dear ! the wheel is going still. 
Wounded soldier, what comes o'er ye ? 

Carts are jolty, drive who will. 
* Awkward place.' No doubt about it 

For a wounded countryman, 
But we can't get on without it, 

So will do the best we can." 

" Wounded badly, very badly," 
Said the surgeon to a nurse. 

" Dangerous, and bleeding sadly ; 
Still, of course, it might be worse." 
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" Give this girl a drop of brandy, 
She's fatigued and deadly pale. 

Sure, in war, a flask is handy 
For the weary, faint, and frail." 

Nurse. 

" Thank you, sir, I must refuse it ; 
Water's better now for me." 

" Well," quoth he, " I will not lose it ; 
Goosey 1 here's a health to thee." 
« « « « « 

In a cool and shady dingle, 

Hushed is now the mill-wheel's soimd, 
Groans with gentle voices mingle; 

Weary nurses glide around. 
Day and night, with pallid faces. 

They attend the suffring men. 
Some are dying, soon their places 

Cruel war shall fill again. 

Here are tender maidens waking. 

Watching by a stranger's bed : 
While their own fond hearts are breaking 

For another who is dead. 
Burning words are often spoken j 

Dying youths give their commands, 
And consign a parting token 

To a pair of trembling hands. 
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"'Yes ; I will not fail to send it," 

Says the maiden earnestly, 
But her heart, — ^what feelings rend it ! 

Maiden, oh, I weep for thee. 
What can keep us, then, from sighing 

" Would the days of war were o'er ! " 
Men may suffer pain in dying. 

Women live and suflfer more. 



But the fiercest burst of sorrow 

Must depart, for life is brief. 
And perhaps a bright to-morrow 

May assuage our present grief 
Reader, now thy brilliant fancy 

Must supply the touching scene. 
Where the nursing " Sister Nancy" 

Looks as happy as a queen ; 



And the pallid convalescent 

Almost leaps back into life. 
When the joys, onde evanescent. 

Are restored him, with — a, wife. 
Mars has done what mild Apollo 

Might have whistled for in vain. 
Now Minerva's counsel follow : 

" Bacchus and his suite disdain." 



96 



Thus each source of discord banished, 

Sweet Harmonia gaily sings, 
" E'en when beauty's bloom has vanished 

Love shall never spread his wings." 

In a cool and shady dingle 

Turns again a mill-wheel round ; 
Little merry voices mingle 

With its calm contented sound. 
Here it was a freaksome girl 

Choused me with a brittle thing ; 
Now the fickle one's a pearl 

In a firm golden ring. 
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